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hit her in the eye and broke a blood-vessel; Fraulein spent two
weeks in a dark room and I was free ! It was decided at last
that I must be sent to school, and a decision was made in
favour of the Couvent de 1'Assomption in Paris.

As we passed through London on our way, the atmosphere
was heavy laden with war news from Africa. Propaganda
was as usual on these occasions doing its best to work up
popular patriotism. My mother took me with her to call on
Sir Arthur Sullivan, who was engaged upon setting Kipling's
Absent-Minded Beggar to music.

"And don't you think . . ." said my mother diffidently,
" that the words are rather vulgar ? "

To which Sir Arthur laughingly replied:

"And the music is too ! "

VI

Two days later the convent doors of Auteuil were bolted
behind me, and I was among a crowd of little French girls
whose first greeting to the new English girl was, " Vive les
Boers t . . . A bas les Anglais ! "

The convent was an old chateau. It had a big garden and
a lake with an island on which sat enthroned a large bronze
St. Pierre. His bare toes stuck out beyond the pedestal like
slabs of chocolate and had to be kissed by everyone on the
feast day of St. Peter, A high wall effectively shut out the
sights if not the sounds of Paris. Alone the Eiffel Tower looked
down upon us from its towering height.

My parents paid extra in order that I should have a room to
myself, eat meat on Fridays and have a bath twice a week.
These privileges made me a*conspicuous heretic. At first I
was intolerably homesick and cried every night. Shane and I
had sworn at parting that we would write to one another
regularly. We had exchanged hair (his was very thick and